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their closing. But the mill flourished. Through some
miracle it had escaped serious damage during the war,
the only mill in the countryside to have been thus
favoured by fate, and it drew customers from many of
the surrounding villages. There were always groups of
muzhiks in the mill or in the shack or on the grounds,
waiting for their grist and ever ready for gossip and
argument.

The miller himself was  a unique personage.    He was
a little man with a long beard as   white   as  the  flour with
which lie was always covered.   He was  one of   the  oldest
rtjen in the village and of a philosophical turn of mind.    In
the presence of visitors he spoke little.   But when alone he
was  only too  glad to talk himself out.   He had littte affec-
tion for his fellow-men, none for women,   whom   he   called
'unknowing  animals/  creatures  without wit or reason and
addicted to silly practices.   Politics did not interest him ;  he
deemed   it  a futile pursuit, nay, an afflication to the world.
He hated government, and regarded it as the   source  of   all
evil.   Why, he asked, did   government,   and not outsiders
leave the   villages   alone ?    Of what  need was a national
government to his village, to   any   village ?    The peasants
could well enough take care of themselves,  couldn't they ?
They could live, get married, raise families, work their lands,
and die, without the guardianship of officials, courts, police ;
and   then they  wouldn't   have to  pay  taxes,  to perform
military service, or go   to   wars.   Yes,   he   once   declared*
emphatically,   every   village   ought to be independent of a
tsentr (central government) ; it qught to govern itself and if
the muzhiks had  any brains they would have long ago de-
molished all tsentrs and once for all   rid themselves of" the
demoniac   loafers   who   loved   only  to torment and plague
them with taxes, wars, revolutions. . . .

I asked him if he was an anarchist. An illiterate man,
he never had heard of the word. In fact he thought I had
said Antichrist and proceeded to tell me of a monk who had
been to visit trim once and offered to sell him a little icon
which, when worn on the body, protected a man from evil
spirits. But he did not buy it. He had no need of it. He feared
no evil spirits, not even' the Antichrist who, the monk had
told him, was loose in the'world, seeking to seduce innocent
souls.,.. The worst the Antichrist could do was to kill a